Something was up, plainly; but what? He had 'bgen
to see Catherine again, she was sure. But what had the
result of the journey been? Nothing to write home
about, to judge from his expression now!
He was pacing up and down with bent head, the
letter still in his hand. She could see that he was
weeping. At length he brushed away his tears, and
a few moments later turned back to the house.
He went out on to the veranda, took pen and ink,
and started writing. Without pausing he covered four
sheets with close writing; his letter finished, he left it
lying on the table and went out again into the garden.
Madame Armelle at once remembered that it was
tea-time. Swiftly she opened the little glazed door
on to the veranda and went over to the table to clear
it. Had Michel been there she would have asked him
to put his letter away. But he was not there. With the
greatest circumspection she picked it up and put it
on the shelf of the little bureau, making sure that it
should be neither creased nor crumpled and that when
he found it in another place it should be exactly as he
had left it: discreetly, holding it at arm's length, and
in her excessive delicacy quite forgetting that she was
long-sighted. Thus it was quite by accident that her
eyes lit on the first line of the last page, but what she
saw was so interesting that unconsciously she went on
and read to the end.
"You speak of the future, of glory; I care for no
future in which you have no part, and my only glory
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